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it belongs to the Persian breed, called by the Arabs " Bakhtee'
or Bactrian. Perhaps there may be a specimen of it at the
Zoological Gardens, and thither who chooses may go and have
a look at it, only let him not profane the name of "dromedary"
by applying it to the clumsy, coarse-haired, upland Persian beast
before him. To see real live dromedaries, my readers must, I
fear, come to Arabia, for these animals are not often to be met
with elsewhere, not even in Syria; and whoever wishes to con-
template the species in all its beauty must prolong his journey
to 'Oman, the most distant corner of the Peninsula, and which
is for dromedaries what Nejed is for horses, Cachemire for
sheep, and Thibet, I believe, for bulldogs.

Night had fairly set in, but the moon, now in her second
quarter, shone bright, and promised us yet seven or eight hours
of her lamp. Canopus glittered in all his splendour to the
south, and Orion was to rise before long. Off we started at
a round pace, and trotted over the sand-hills that girdle in
Bereydah, now up, now down, and then on by moonshine
among bushes and grass, over hillock and plain, with at times
a mass of dark foliage in sight, to indicate where stood some
village, but we halted at none. The night air soon cooled into
n chill; our party was not at first a very cheerful one. The
Na'ib had parted from Mohanna in a fit of extreme ill humour;
his attendants were sulky to keep in tune with their master; the
two Meccans could not decide between them which should ride
their single camel and which should walk, and by their frequent
changes of method reminded me of the farmer and his son
going with their ass to market, only with less equability of
temper; and Aboo-'Eysa was making ineffectual attempts to
enliven the party, though he, too, had not wholly recovered
from the annoyance consequent on the disappearance of his
servant and coffee-mortar. The Nejdeans kept aloof, look-
ing on us conjointly as a pack of reprobates, whom they
would more gladly plunder than escort. Lastly, Barakat and
myself were not without anxiety touching what might lie
before us at Ri'ad, so dismal had been the tales recounted
to us in Kaseem about the Wahhabee capital, its rulers and
people.

But sad or merry, we were now embarked, and on we went
in speed and silence. At last the moon lowered, reddened, and